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Summary: More happened besides the kiss between Tristan and Rory, much more. A secret relationship. When Tristan's father threatens Tristan with military school and news they haven't shared with anyone. The pair run off together the night of the start their new life in a town. More threats continue to come their way months later. They'll do anything to keep from going back.





	1. The Night of The Play

**AN: New Story, yes, I know I have other stories that I have yet to finish, but the thing with me is once I get an idea and my head, I can't work on anything else. So here is the new story. I hope you all like this story. -JuJuB7**

* * *

><p>Chapter One: The Night of The Play<p>

Rory is dressed in her Juliet costume, waiting in the hallway watching as Paris paces back and forth. Tristan was supposed to be here an hour ago and he's still not here, and it was getting closer and closer to the time when they were supposed to perform. Rory felt sick, not because she was nervous about performing or that Tristan hadn't shown up, even though she should be nervous about Tristan, no, Rory felt sick for a whole other reason. She knew something was wrong, but she didn't want to face it, but she knew she had to face it eventually. Over the past five weeks, she's been feeling weird. Her breasts have grown tender, she's been more tired, as well as other things. She knew what they all pointed, she knew… Rory watches as Tristan walks up to her and the pacing Paris. He isn't dressed in his costume and Rory can see his father at the end of the hallway.

"Tristan, why aren't you in your costume," Paris asks, getting into Tristan's personal space. "We go on in seven minutes. You have to get changed."

"Can't," Tristan simply states. "My Dad pulled me out of school. He's sending me off to a military school in North Carolina."

"Great, just great," Paris says walking off.

Rory waits till Paris is gone then she looks over Tristan's shoulders and sees that Tristan's father is gone. She sighs a sigh of relief, knowing that she can have a private conversation with the boy in front of her. She looks into his eyes, she can the guilt, the regret, and the sadness in Tristan's eyes. She already knows what he did, she can't help but be disappointed with him. She's tried not to be, but she was. She can feel the tears starting to fall down her cheeks. She watches as Tristan reaches up and wipes the tears from her face.

"Don't cry," Tristan whispers.

"Why not," Rory says, the tears now falling face from her eyes. "You're leaving, going to a military school in North Carolina for god's sake. Why shouldn't I be sad?"

"Rory, baby," Tristan says, cupping Rory's cheeks. "Everything is going to be okay, I promise you everything is going to be okay. You just have to trust me, okay?"

"How do you know everything is going to be okay? You're leaving, Tristan, you're not going to be here," Rory cries.

"Rory, listen to me," Tristan says, whispering into Rory's ear. "I have a plan… I convinced my Dad to let me stay one more night, he isn't making me leave until tomorrow morning. Instead of doing the play, I need you to go home and pack at least two bags, clothes and anything else you think you need. I'm going to come by your house tonight and pick you up. I've purchased two bus tickets to a town in North Carolina, okay, we're going to take that bus to that town and we're going to start a life together. I've already emptied my bank account as well as a secret bank account I set up as well as the one my grandfather set up, I've got plenty of cash. We're going to create a new life together. Okay, we're going to be okay. I love you."

"Okay, I'll go home. I'll make up an excuse to go home," Rory says. "I love you too."

"Tristan," Malcolm, Tristan's father, says from the end of the hall.

"I'll see you in a few hours," Tristan whispers into Rory's ear.

Rory watches as Tristan walks off, she can't believe she just agreed to run off with Tristan, but she had too. She knew Malcolm was powerful and if he found out the little bundles, he would want them gone. This was their only option.


	2. The Night of The Play Pt 2

**AN: OMG! I was blown away with the number of favorites & follows & reviews I received within one day of posting. I wanted to get this chapter up because I didn't want to keep anyone waiting. However, I'm starting school back up next week so I don't know when I'll be able to post next. Thanks for the reviews, follows, and favorites. -JuJuB7**

* * *

><p>Chapter Two:The Night of The Play Pt. 2<p>

Sitting in the car on her way home from the school, Rory rereads the text conversations she's had with Tristan. She can't help, but smile as she rereads the texts. They had all types of conversations between each other. Some serious, some not so serious, some cute texts from each other. Through the texts Tristan sent her, she knew that the 'king of chilton' was just an act. In reality, Tristan was really a little-lost boy. She figured him out rather quickly. When he was in public, he put on a tough face for everyone and pretended that everything was fine. When he was in private, many with her, he took down his tough face, he would tell her that what was going on at home, most of the time he would break down in tears. His home life was terrible, his parents were always fighting, always. Tristan would tell her how his father would spend most of his time working. Tristan's mother was always traveling, trying to get away from her husband's nonstopping working. Tristan was basically being ignored by his parents. She remembers the late nights text conversations about his home especially when he can't sleep.

_**Tristan: Hey, r u awake? **_

_**Rory: Yah. **_

_**Tristan: Babe, it's almost two in the morning, why are you still up? **_

_**Rory: Reading. :) **_

_**Tristan: Of course. :- **_

_**Rory: Did you need something? **_

_**Tristan: I can't sleep. They're fighting again. **_

_**Rory: At almost two in the morning? **_

_**Tristan: Yah, mom just got home from a trip. God, they're so loud. **_

_**Rory: Srry… You know you could always come sleep over here if you want. ;)**_

_**Tristan: Babe, you know I can't. Listen, I gtg, get some sleep. I'll see you tomorrow. Love you. :) 3 **_

_**Rory: Love you too. Goodnight. :) 3**_

Rory frowns as she remembers what happened the next day at school. Tristan didn't come to school that day, but he did text Rory saying that he would pick her up from school and drop her off at home. She wondered why Tristan didn't come to school, but that answer came to her as she saw Tristan after school (of course after everyone else was gone). She remembers that day like it was yesterday, in reality, it was only two weeks ago.

_Two Weeks Ago; After School _

_Rory watches as Tristan's car pulls up to the curb, near the bench. She stands up, closing her book and walks to his car. She opens the door and climbs then turns to face Tristan, wanting to know why he didn't come to school today, but when she looks at Tristan's face, her answer is staring right back at her. He has a black eye and his lip is cut. She knows that he didn't get into a fight with one of their classmates. She would have already known if he did. _

"_Oh my god," Rory says, bringing her hand up to her boyfriend's face. "Tristan, what happened to you?" _

"_The fight last night got pretty heavy," Tristan says, cupping his girlfriend's hand. "I ended up getting involved… I thought my Dad was hitting or hurting my mom even though he's never hurt her. So I went to where they were fighting. My mom… She was throwing things, my dad was yelling at her to stop. When she saw me enter the room, she started throwing things at me. My Dad tried to get her to stop, but it was too late. She threw a paperweight at my eye which explains the black eye and then she got physical, she scratched me with her nails which explains the cut on my lip." _

"_Your mom is the one who did this?" Rory asks, rubbing her thumb against her boyfriend's cheek. "I thought it was always your dad causing all the trouble." _

"_Not like my mom does apparently, my dad isn't as bad as my mom," Tristan says, looking down. _

"_Are you okay?" Rory asks. _

"_I'm okay now that you're with me," Tristan says. "I love you." _

"_I love you too, but are you sure you're okay." _

"_Babe, I promise you I'm okay." _

"_If you're sure," Rory pauses._

_END OF FLASHBACK _

Rory, now packing in her bedroom, thinks about how tough Tristan's life as been. Each time he sees her, he tells her that he would be lost without her. Tonight, she was lucky that her mother decided to go to the inn for a few hours. Just to check in on some things, but Rory knew her mother was going to see her father. Yes, she knew Lorelei and Christopher were in a secret relationship. Rory was mad her parents didn't tell her, but she was happy that they were happy. She knew that her mother wouldn't be home until the next morning which means Rory could pack in peace without worrying about her mother walking in. Tristan could also pull up into the driveway without, again, having to worry about her mother… Rory hears her phone goes off, she walks over to her desk and picks up her phone…

**Tristan: I'm leaving now. I'll be there soon. Be packed, wear something comfy, it's a long bus ride. Still can't believe you agreed to come with me. I love you. 3 **

**Rory: Alright, I'm almost done packing. See you soon. I'll wear something comfy. I love you too. Btw, you can come to the driveway, my mom isn't home. 3 **

Rory puts her phone back on her desk. She still can't believe herself that she's agreed to go with Tristan, but in order to be safe, she has to. Together, they're going to make a new life together. She couldn't wait to start a new life with the man she loves.

This was going to be the start. The start of their new lives together.


	3. Bundle of Joy

**AN: Here's chapter three, I don't know when I'll post the next chapter. Hopefully, soon. Thank you to everyone who has followed, favorited, and reviewed. I hope everyone enjoys this chapter. -JuJuB7**

* * *

><p>Chapter Three: Bundle of Joy<p>

She watches as he pulls into her driveway, she watches as he gets out of the car. She knows that is not his car. She knew he couldn't drive his own car, she recognizes the car as one of Tristan's friend's car. She couldn't remember which friend it was, but it was one of his true friends, not the ones who pretended to be his friend because of his status. Rory didn't realize that she had once again been lost in her thoughts until she hears the knocking on the back door. Rory makes her way from her room to the back door, she opens the door and finds Tristan standing there. Rory looks at his face, the cut is still there, just faded. Same with the bruise around his eye, she can still the bruise, it's less faded than his cut. She sighs, then walks into the arms of her boyfriend.

"You alright," Tristan asks. "You haven't changed your mind, have you?"

"No, I haven't changed my mind," Rory pauses. "I've been thinking about what's been going on with you and your parents. It just doesn't make sense."

"What doesn't make sense?" Tristan asks.

"Why your father wants to send you off to military school. You've only done one bad thing and now you're being punished for it."

"No, I'm not," Tristan says. "That's the whole point of why we're leaving. My dad wants to send me off, away from you. I'm not going to let that happen. I love you and you love me and that's why we're leaving together. Right?"

"Yes," Rory says.

"Are you all packed? We've got to get going soon, we don't want to miss our bus," Tristan says, cupping Rory's face in his hands and kissing her on the tip of her nose. "Our bus leaves in three hours."

"Tristan, we're only thirty minutes from the bus station," Rory says. "You are talking about the Hartford bus station."

"No, um, we're taking the bus station in Greenwich, it's better that way. My friend who's car I borrowed lives near there. It's about an hour and forty minute drive, so we should probably get going."

"You really aren't taking any chances, are you?"

"No way, I need to protect you, after all, you are," Tristan pauses, moving his hand down to… "I'm not taking any chances."

"Alright," Rory says quietly. "I'm ready."

"You okay?" Tristan asks.

"Yeah, I'll be fine," Rory says, looking up at her boyfriend. "Come on, let's get going."

"Alright, if you're sure," Tristan says, running a hand threw his girlfriend's hair. "But you would tell me if something was wrong, right? I don't want anything to happen to you, I'm here to protect you, look out for you. You can tell me anything, you know."

"I know, Tristan, I would tell you if anything was wrong, but nothing is wrong. I just… I feel guilty for leaving everyone behind, even I know we have to leave…"

"Rory, you know you don't have to come with me."

"Yes, I do."

"Because of the…"

"Yes, that is exactly why I have to go with you."

"Alright, as long as you're sure."

"I am."

"Let's get out of here."

* * *

><p><em>Sitting in her bedroom, in this situation, wasn't something he had expected. But it was happening. He sits on her bed, rubbing his sweaty palms against his jeans. He watches as she walks into the bedroom. She doesn't sit down, she walks past him on the bed and walks over to her desk. Tristan gets up and walks over to Rory, she doesn't face, she continues looking down at her desk. <em>

"_Well?" Tristan asks. _

_Rory doesn't say a word, she doesn't turn around. She continues looking down at her desk. Tristan doesn't know what's running through his girlfriend's head, he wants to know. He's thinking that maybe if they didn't have sex at her grandparents' party, they wouldn't be going through this. But now, he wants to know what's going through his girlfriend's mind. He can't stand her being this quiet. _

"_Well?" He asks again. _

_She still doesn't answer. She continues staring down. _

"_Rory! What did the fucking test say?" Tristan yells. _

"_Don't yell at me!" Rory yells at Tristan. _

_Rory finally turns around, Tristan can see the tears in her eyes. He immediately regrets yelling at her. Yes, he was anxious and stressed, but that was barely anything to what she must be feeling. This was all his fault, maybe if he hadn't wanted to take her away from that boring party, they wouldn't be in this mess. _

"_Rory," Tristan sighs, running a hand through his hair. "I didn't mean to lash out at you, it's just… God, I don't even know, I guess I'm just nervous or something, but that doesn't even come close to what your feeling probably, I'm sorry, I, um, I hope you can forgive me." _

"_You're right, what you're feeling doesn't even come close to what I'm feeling," Rory says. "But I do forgive you, I can't blame for being nervous. You don't face this every day, I'm just sorry that we have to go through this." _

"_Why are you sorry?" Tristan asks. _

"_Because no sixteen-year-old boy wants to sit in his girlfriend's bedroom waiting for her to take a pregnancy test," Rory says. _

"_Hey," Tristan says, putting his hands on Rory's shoulders. "It takes two to tango, I'm in this as much as you are. Do you know the results?" _

"_Yeah, I do," Rory says, looking down. _

"_Well," Tristan says._

"_Tris, the test came back positive, I'm pregnant," Rory says, looking up at Tristan._

**AN: Should I do a chapter where Lorelei discovers her daughter is gone? Let me know what you think.**


End file.
